Poor Antheny's Complaint 
And Lamentation againſt his Miſeries of MARRIAGE, 
meeting with a ſcolding WIFE. : 


To the Tune of, Cold and Raw. The Jeurney- man Shoemaker. Or, Bil iy and Molly. 
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V ever Man lo vert with a Aike A diſmal Peal to me is rung, 

VV in Suburbs oz in City ? while J Rock Bearn in Cradle, 

J live a diſcontented like, Oh! bleſs me from her [colding tongue, 
alas, the nioze's rhe pity: and from her baſting Ladle, 

J muſt to Bed now J am wed Oh that J were a ſingle man 
bekoze J fill my Belly, as J was heretofoze fir, 

Oz elle J have a btoken head, IJ would not kiſs young Kate 82 Nan, 
tig a hard caſe J tell ye. no2 never marry moze fir, 

Then J would car che calls me ſotr, My ile doth lug me by the cars 
and maundering Bꝛoth doth bꝛing me, ik Þ but ask fo2 Bacon, 

So ſeoiding. that is, ſcolding hor, And flouts and taunts and ſcolds and ſears, 
the very ſtream doth ting me; but ſhe mult have her Tapon: 

Then por that lide a ſingle life | She kicks me up and down the houſe, 

J wiß vou to beware, and roars as loud as Thunder, 

Foz Marriage okten hꝛedeth ſtrile, While J am flent as a Moule, 


._. berg bifnacth cate. hold up my hands and wonder. 
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Bout the Rom ſhe often routs 
fo2 to find fault and quarrel, 

Although J wah the ſhitten Clouts 

ardclean the Small Ber Barrel: 
The Tongs and Jrons though J ſcour, 

and make her fire daily, 
Pet J have not one quiet hour 

ſhe bums me like a Baily. 


J dꝛudge and toyl, and am her ſlave, 
and clean both Pots and Flaggon, 
Jeannot tell what ſhe would have 
thc is lo like a Dtagon ; 
She makes me weaty of my life 
koꝛ J tan get no quiet, 
The live⸗long day J lite in ftrife, 
and Scolding is my Diet. 


Shel often riſe from Spinning-whel 
ts make me dance the 2Bozey, 
And make me taſt lo oft ſalt Eel, 
J grow a meer John Dorey, 
She is a Chip of rhe old block, 
(ſuch Chips are but to common? 
Aſowe piece of Crab⸗trœ ffock, 
a bzawling bawling woman. 
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One night ſhe went to take the Pot, 
and all bepiſt me ſweetly, 

A leaky Tullander the got, 
which made the Bed kel keatly: 

My Dear (quoth J) vou piſs beſide 
upon my Face aud Pillow; 

Peace Cuckold, peace, go lp the cryd, 
vou are a lying fellow. i 


J kel tis not quite to my thumb, 
it tan be no ſuch matter, 
Thus the piſt on the Bed # Kom, 
and ſoak'd me in ſalr water, 
She fo2ed me to riſe at night. 
02 elſe to [ye in pickle, 
Foz J was in a piſſen plight _ 
by this ſame Madam Fickle. 


By me let others warning take 
when they intend to marry, 
Leaſt they (like me) repent to late. 
and quickly do miſcarry. 
The married life is full of rife, 
and full of Hozns J fear it; 
Then pzithe do not take a Mike, 
but take a Glaſs of Claret. 
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